Your grandmother Joan and I at her kitchen table. Tommy Tiny Penis fumbles for something, gum perhaps, in his pocket, spilling out a baggie of cocaine. All of a sudden, the beads of sweat on his brow and his anxiousness stand out even more. Joan and I both look at something on her wall - a plaque? Its round, maybe it was a plate. A single word in black lettering across the diameter. It was positioned near the ceiling, along the kitchen wall, almost to the front room. Was it in German? We had been trading jokes with our beers. I observe that Priscilla and I would eventually be buying some of the same and heroin as well downtown, and that we're always happy to share if anybody wants some. This information seems to give the sweaty, uncomfortable man indigestion and grunting, he briskly stumbles to the restroom without adding to the jovial conversation. Later, I overhear Joan speaking to her three daughters, relating that "guys like me always beat guys like him - its specifically what they do." 